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	1. One

**I'm sorry for the delay on The Blood of Olympus. In the reviews, comment your favorite Greek myth—it'll be helpful for the next couple chapters that will be posted in succession. **

**This fanfiction is mostly for when my inspiration on my other two is running low. However, if you'd like to see this become more permanent, I'd be happy to do that as well. A warning, though: I'm American and (unfortunately) lack any real knowledge of the Japanese language. Do not expect any Japanese phrases from the manga. I'd rather not offend anyone by using them utterly incorrectly. **

One

It had never been a habit of Kakashi's to fret over his students. In fact, as soon as he'd first met the brats, he'd decided to only train them loosely—if that term even covered how poor a job he'd done in preparing them for ninja life. As they say, though, hindsight is twenty-twenty, and Kakashi would be the first to agree to that. Looking back, if he'd been a responsible teacher then his Number One Hyperactive Unpredictable Knuckleheaded Ninja wouldn't be lying in a pool of his own blood in the center of a battlefield that had already seen too much death.

Maybe that was unfair. Maybe Kakashi's teachings wouldn't have changed a thing, but who was he to say? If he turned his attention to the other rookie teams, almost all of them had lived to the bitter end—where they still inevitably died. That was the resounding problem: after everything that had just happened, after the violence and blood and death, after the anguished wails of the mortally injured, after the ruthless slaughter of an entire Hidden Village, all of it had been in vain. His last shreds of happiness were gone, blown away like a leaf in the wind that his old home had been so known for.

As Kakashi Hatake watched his comrades die around him, he allowed himself a rare moment of self-pity that, if you'd known him even casually, you'd have known was a foreign emotion on the man. For all his mistakes he'd always blamed himself and berated his own skills. After Obito "died" he visited the memorial stone as often as possible, believing the incident to be his own fault, which to this day he still accepted as truth. After he killed Rin with his own hands the self-hate had only intensified, and even worse after his sensei's death and the subsequent alienation of the blonde man's child.

He knew who he was. He was Kakashi Hatake: shitty teammate, stuck up prick, asshole, cold-blooded killer, and failure.

In this rare instance of self-pity he drew into himself. The fight was over, Naruto was dying, and he'd failed _again_ to fulfill his sensei's wishes. The boy had killed Sasuke out of necessity or else Sakura would have been murdered, but afterward the light had left the blonde's eyes and Kakashi could do nothing to stop it. He knew all too well what that was like—what it was like to lose your innocence. His had been lost much earlier than Naruto's.

"Kakashi-sensei." Naruto's voice suddenly broke through the deafening silence of the dead, evaporating Kakashi's self-pity in an instant. It was weak and slightly raspy, but all the same carried plenty far enough for him to hear.

"Yes, Naruto?" Kakashi said jokingly. He used the same tone of voice he'd used back in Naruto's genin days when he was fed up with the hyperactive boy's load boasts about his dreams to become Hokage. He knew that Naruto would recognize it for what is was and hoped that he'd at least crack a smile.

"If you could do it all again, would you?"

Of all the things Kakashi expected out of his student, that wasn't it. Then again, what did he expect from Konoha's most unpredictable ninja? All the same, the question gave him pause. Would he risk the fate of the world on the chance he could go back and fix things? Did he really believe himself able to play God? To manipulate people? Prevent people from dying? Obito, Rin, Minato-sensei, Kushina, Hiruzen, Guy, Sasuke, Sakura, the Rookie Nine, the Hyuugas, his father, the list went on and on of all the people he'd lost. He could end up ruining the future even more, though. _And yet… there isn't really even a choice, is there? I couldn't live with myself if I knew I could save them._

"Yeah, I would Naruto," Kakashi finally replied, glancing at Naruto. Blood and dirt streaked through his blonde hair, which had grown out over the past year, and covered his face like a blanket of filth and bodily fluids that gave off the most horrendous smell. Not that anyone noticed it anymore. The smell of decaying bodies tended to cover up the otherwise overwhelmingly high concentration of iron permeating through the air, soaking clothing, dripping down a wayward soldier's face as his comrade cried over him. Death wasn't just sad, it was disgusting.

Leftover fires raged around them as if symbolizing the little life both of them had left. As if the flickering flames were as ready to go out as he was about to take his last breath. The truth was, though, that Kakashi wasn't all that concerned with dying anymore. His entire life had been a struggle to stay afloat, a struggle just to get up in the morning and not end it all right then and there. He honestly didn't know how many times he'd considered just killing himself—it seemed to be a regular occurrence—but every time he reminded himself that if he did nothing else with his sad excuse for a life, he'd be there for Minato-sensei's son. Unfortunately, look where that had gotten the boy.

"Kakashi-sensei," Naruto said again, interrupted by a fit of coughing. "Kurama has a way for you to go back."

That threw him for a loop. Time travel? That wasn't possible, and yet… "How?" _Is it too much to hope that I could change everything?_

Obviously struggling, Naruto tried to sit up, coughing and hacking the whole way, until his arms gave out beneath him. The blood covering his entire person was coming from a mortal wound across his abdomen that was gushing blood at an alarming rate. "There's a seal… my right pocket… use Kamui… activate the seal… use most of your chakra." Every phrase was punctuated with coughing.

Kakashi got the idea. Carefully, so as not to jar Naruto and cause any more pain, he went through his student's right hip pouch until he came upon a newly drawn seal that meant absolutely nothing to him. But Naruto nodded and managed to get out a few words. "Promise me, Kakashi, that this future won't happen. No matter what has to change, promise me this won't be anyone's future."

"I promise. Do you have any idea how far back I'll go? Will I just be wandering through time or something?"

Naruto's small shake of his head seemed to be the equivalent of moving a mountain for all the strength he had left, and Kakashi felt himself tear up. The jonin hadn't cried since Rin's death, but he didn't even attempt to hold them back this time. He wasn't going to pretend he wouldn't miss Naruto, with his infectious smile, loud and boisterous personality, and hot-headed temper that you didn't want to be on the receiving end of. Naruto reminded him so much of Kushina that sometimes it hurt and he looked so much like the Fourth that part of the reason he never approached the boy was that he was afraid he'd break down at his teacher's Mini Me.

"Hopefully you'll end up in your childhood, but I don't—" Naruto was cut off by a fit of hacking that shook his shoulders and caused precious blood to bubble out of his wound. "Use the seal. Change the future. But I swear to God Kakashi, if you don't live your life I'll come back from the dead and travel in time just to beat your ass, got it?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Now suck yourself into Kamui and activate the seal at the same time. I'll use the last of my chakra to give you the extra boost."

Kakashi did as he was told and helped Naruto into a sitting position so that he could pour the last of his chakra into this final deed. It saddened Kakashi that his student's entire life had been one big sacrifice. From the moment of his birth, Naruto had to sacrifice everything—his family, his friends, his childhood, and now his life. It wasn't fair, and if Kakashi had anything to say about it he'd make sure this kid got the life he deserved. If that was the only thing he could change, he'd give Naruto Uzumaki-Namikaze the life he'd always wanted—the life he'd always deserved.

Thinking he was supposed to suck him and Naruto into Kamui, Kakashi activated his Eternal Mangekyō Sharingan and sucked them both into the alternate dimension as each poured chakra into the seal. Light swirled around them in a cacophony of colors and shades, battering them with sensory overload. As Kakashi was about to black out, he heard Naruto's dying words.

"I'll see you again Kakashi, and you better not give me a reason to beat the shit out of you."


	2. Two

"_False face must hide what the false heart doth know." –Macbeth, William Shakespeare_

Two

Sunlight streamed through the slats in the blinds and Kakashi groaned, shielding his eyes. _It's too damn early to be waking up,_ he thought groggily, rolling over and burying his face into his pillow. The material was soft and comforting, his head sinking into the memory foam like it was cradling him. That, unfortunately, was the first thing off. The second thing off was the hand on his shoulder, slightly shaking him.

Panicking, Kakashi grabbed the offender's wrist and twisted, eliciting a pained hiss before he sat up abruptly, head-butting the mystery person and then sending a foot to their neck. Shaking his head and blinking to bring his vision into focus, awareness suddenly filled Kakashi's mind and his eyes locked onto the intruder: Sakumo Hatake, also known as his father.

"D-Dad?" Kakashi whispered, his eyes drinking in his father's appearance like he'd been off a life-saving drug and had just been given another dose. Unbidden and unwanted, tears began to leak out of his eyes, flowing down his cheeks and wetting the sheets he was lying back on. His breath hitched and, for the life of him, he couldn't get his heart rate under control or his breathing. The reaction on his father's face was one of absolute shock and confusion.

"Kakashi, what's wrong?" Sakumo asked, concern lacing his voice. Kakashi swore his heart stopped at the sound of his father after twenty-five years. It just caused the tears to flow freer.

"Dad!" And then he was clinging to his father as if letting go would cause the man to blow away, dissolve in the wind. All of the emotions he'd bottled up since he was six years old spilled over and he couldn't hold himself together any longer, nor did he want to.

Sakumo wasn't sure what to think. This was his son, his closed-lipped son, and here he was bawling into Sakumo's shoulder like the six year old he was. For most parents, their six year old crying into their shirt was probably common occurrence, but for the White Fang of the Leaf, he couldn't ever remember his son showing _any _emotion, let alone the pure… what? Grief? How could his son be grieving? He must've read that wrong.

For Kakashi's part, he couldn't process anything but what was in front of him. _My father. My dad. I… He's here. He's alive. I really traveled back in time. This time, I can save him. This time, I can save all of them._ It was overwhelming, but he knew that his dad was freaking out and that if he didn't reign it in soon, Sakumo would probably interrogate him or something equally as crazy. His dad was pretty great, but the man was more suspicious than Hiruzen Sarutobi, and that was saying something.

Pulling his emotions back in and shoving them away to the deepest part of his mind, Kakashi schooled his expression and glanced up at his dad. Sakumo Hatake was a broad shouldered man with facial features similar but wider than his own and, of course, the silver hair known only to the Hatake clan. His father's eyes were usually alert and always slightly suspicious, but now they were wide with shock and Kakashi knew they'd be narrowed in thought soon enough. "Dad, what did you want?" he asked calmly, ignoring the lingering tear tracks he knew were on his cheeks.

"Uh… how about we get some breakfast first?" Sakumo suggested, standing up straight and brushing non-existent dust off his pants. "I could make eggs and toast." _And ask you some questions._

"That sounds great. I'll be out in a few minutes," Kakashi said. He kept his voice light and his tone unassuming, but he knew he wasn't fooling his father for a second.

As Sakumo left, Kakashi scanned his room. It was almost completely bare and perfectly tidy, as per his usual. There was the twin bed he was sitting on with its plain white bedding, a small maple nightstand with a clear crystal lamp, a chest of drawers, a dresser, and a small closet. His clothing was sparse and he wasn't surprised to find an entire drawer of his nightstand dedicated to masks only. He was already wearing one, as he slept in them, but decided to exchange it for a fresh one. He ended up pulling on a pair of black shorts and a white T-shirt. It wasn't what he really wanted to wear, as he felt he didn't have any pockets, but for God's sake, he was six. Retailers really didn't make cargo pants for kindergartners (unfortunately).

His clan house was just as he remembered it. There were the bedrooms that no one used, the empty hallways that almost seemed haunted, the sparse living area, the kitchen with its older than dirt appliances, and (who could forget?) the room where his father committed suicide. As he passed it he gulped audibly, not allowing himself to look inside. He already knew it was an empty room, and he didn't need to glance in there to imagine exactly how it looked with his father lying in a pool of his own blood…

_Stop,_ he mentally berated himself. _You can stop it this time, so there's no reason to dwell on what happened last time. You'll only drive yourself crazy. _

When Kakashi entered the kitchen, Sakumo was already seated with a plate of eggs and toast in front of him and another plate in front of an empty chair. Kakashi sat down, picked up his fork, and dug in, shoveling food into his mouth so fast that even Naruto would be impressed. He was, for some reason, absolutely ravenous. He guessed it was the chakra depletion from the time travel, but, either way, he'd soon cleaned his plate and hopped up for seconds. The eggs were a tad underdone and the toast was slightly burnt, but he just scooped up a heaping helping and sat down to eat again. Although he was crazy hungry, eating was also a great excuse not to hold up a conversation with his dad, which he wasn't looking forward to.

"Kakashi, is something bothering you? Was it—was it a nightmare or something?" his father asked, uncertain how to approach the subject. But Sakumo needed answers and damn if he wasn't going to get them.

"No, it's fine," Kakashi replied, applying a mild form of his ANBU expression so as not to startle the White Fang too badly with his I-am-a-robot face. However, he still needed to keep his dad from being too curious.

Sakumo was obviously not convinced. "You can tell me anything Kakashi. You know that, right?"

Kakashi nodded, but he didn't respond. This whole time travel thing was still throwing him for a loop, and he didn't trust his voice not to crack or betray his real feelings. He'd have to work on that in the future if he wanted to encounter all of his former friends and acquaintances without having a psychological breakdown or something equally as problematic. "So what did you want to ask me?" he asked instead, deflecting the former line of questioning.

Sakumo shook his head, seemingly in exasperation, and just laid is fork down. "I've got a mission today. It's crucial to the war efforts, but I should be back by tomorrow morning, maybe evening if there's a complication," he said.

Kakashi was sipping his orange juice and only half listening, but as soon as he heard that he froze, his glass slipping from his hand and hitting the floor, shattering into a million tiny pieces. His father jumped at the sound, but immediately began to clean up the mess. He ordered Kakashi not to get down so as not to get glass in his feet. Not that he needed to say that. He knew the kind of prodigy that Kakashi was, but Sakumo just felt that's what a parent would say. Besides, his son was acting so strange today, and he decided being a little more parental wouldn't hurt anything. For Kakashi's part, he just stared ahead as if in a trance, hating any power that be that he was sent back without the time to change his father's fate.

Kakashi couldn't do anything to save his father and it was killing him inside. He knew the man inside and out, especially after that talk during Kakashi's brief stint of being dead. He knew that Sakumo Hatake killed himself because the man didn't want to be a red mark on his son's record. He didn't want to cause his son to be ridiculed by the village or keep him from getting promotions, and felt that the best thing for everyone was to just disappear. If the mission turned out the way it had before—and there was no reason for it not to—then Kakashi would have to witness his father's suicide a second time, and he wasn't sure if he could handle that.

He watched his dad in a detached manner, as if distancing his mind from the entire situation would spare him the grief he knew would come later. Which, from experience, he knew never worked. All it did was push away those that cared about him and give his mind free reign to hate himself. Nevertheless, old habits die hard.

With jerky movements, Kakashi stood up from the table and dumped his dishes in the sink. His mind was swirling, his thoughts chasing after each other in a game of tag that kept getting darker and darker. Deciding he needed to blow off some steam, Kakashi set off for his room to get his hip pouch. "I'm going to train, then. I… I guess I'll see you when you get back."

With that, he grabbed his stuff and ran from his house as fast as possible, using chakra in his feet to push himself even faster. While his father was gone he was going to sign the summoning contract with his nin-dogs; he was going to need them if he wanted to get through the next couple of days without going insane. Luckily, Pakkun and the rest would still remember him since summons defied time. They'd be younger, and some of them would still be alive, but they would remember. Just that though put his mind at a little more at ease.

Kakashi picked the first empty training ground he came to and immediately began to beat the shit out of a training post. Or, more accurately, he _tried_ to beat the shit out of a training post. The problem was that his mind was used to him being six foot tall and now he was probably only a little over half that height. His punches missed by a foot and his kicks swished at the air in front of him quite determinably. As his frustrations built and his impatience grew he quite literally screamed in anger at his inability to vent his emotions. Deciding to screw caution, he ran his hands through one of the most basic sets of seals and shouted, "Fuck this!" before performing a _henge_.

With a small puff of smoke, there was thirty year old Kakashi, standing at six feet tall and heaving with pent up frustrations and anger. As he destroyed the training ground in an attempt to vent he was screaming in his head.

_I can't—_thwack!—_believe that I get one—_thwack!—_chance to—_thwack!—_fix everything—_thwack!—_and I can't—_thwack!—_even—_thwack!—_save—_thwack!—_my own—_thwack!—_father! _He let up on his taijutsu for a minute, breathing heavily._ After everything, I just don't deserve a family, do I? _

Releasing his _henge_, Kakashi slouched against a training post, the splinters poking his back nostalgically reminding him of his Genin team's bell test and Naruto's subsequent humiliation at being tied down while everyone ate. Kakashi tried to focus on that pleasant memory, but it slipped away when he thought of how the loud-mouthed blonde had changed during the Fourth Shinobi World War. Naruto's infectious smile had melted into a bitter, sarcastic grin that held too much pain for his age. His bright blue eyes that always saw the best in people had dulled into the biting, suspicious, haunted eyes of a ninja that was visited by the nightmares of battle every time their head hit the pillow.

Kakashi was pulled out of his memories when he sensed another chakra signature entering the training grounds and the familiarity of it almost gave him a heart attack. "Minato-sens—." He stopped himself from saying _sensei_. "Minato-san."

Minato Namikaze, the future Fourth Hokage and father of Naruto Uzumaki, stood in front of Kakashi with a curious and slightly suspicious expression on his face. His blonde hair was just as bright as his student remembered and reminded Kakashi so much of his son that the protégé had to look away.

"None of that, Kakashi. Please, call me Minato." The man walked forward into the clearing and sat down on top of a training post to Kakashi's left before glancing down at the interesting boy. "How's your training going? Is it effective to train as if you were six feet tall?"

_Troublesome blondes,_ Kakashi thought.


	3. Three

"_With the inevitability of a tongue returning to probe a painful tooth, we come back and back and back again to our fears, sitting to talk them over with the eagerness of a hungry man before a full and steaming plate." – Dread, Clive Barker_

Three

Of course it was his luck that the first person he met besides his father was none other than his beloved sensei. At this point in time, Kakashi knew he hadn't been assigned to Minato's team, and therefore was barely acquainted with the teen, so he had to tread lightly during this conversation. After all, when his father had died the first time, Minato had been adamant on taking Kakashi in until he was old enough to take care of himself. He'd been so wrecked after the ordeal that he hadn't really put up a fight until he became a Genin, in which he then, quite childishly, demanded he be able to live on his own.

Now that he was in the past, he didn't want to jeopardize Minato's willingness to take him in, and probably wouldn't give it up this time either. That's assuming, of course, that his father—well, he wouldn't think about that. Hopefully he'd be able to console the man if the mission turned out as disastrously as it had before (which he was fairly sure of).

"Kakashi?" Minato said, jarring him out of his musings. He realized he'd spaced out for a few minutes.

"Uh, sorry, Minato. What did you say?" Kakashi said innocently, though he suspected the blonde didn't believe him.

"Why were you training with a _henge_?"

As much as Kakashi hated lying to his future sensei, it wasn't as if he could tell him the truth. Not only was it utterly unbelievable, but it would probably get Kakashi a pre-paid vacation to Torture & Interrogation, maybe a nice cold cell and a nosy Yamanaka. Beside that obvious fact, Minato wasn't his sensei and therefore only knew him in passing. It wasn't as if they had any real relationship, and the Jounin was probably just curious about his behavior. "I might be a prodigy, but if I'm against an experienced ninja, size would definitely matter, especially concerning taijutsu," Kakashi settled with saying.

Minato shrugged noncommittally and said, "True. But do you expect to be fighting trained ninja before you've even graduated the academy?"

_Considering there are a select few that need killing before they can ruin this timeline, there's a high probability of that,_ Kakashi thought ruefully, a bitter grin making its way onto his face. Danzō was a particular on the list, and though Kakashi knew the man was only doing what he thought best for Konoha, his actions had caused the Uchiha massacre, Orochimaru's cruel experiments, and the crazy organization known as Root, not to mention plenty of other (though probably less direct) manipulations that no one had known about. Yes, Danzō was definitely on his hit-list for the future.

"You never know," was all he offered Minato, however.

Deciding to jumpstart his relationship with his future sensei, Kakashi glanced curiously at the blonde and threw out a question of his own. One he'd actually wanted to ask in the past but never got the chance. "Why do you like fuuinjutsu so much? From what my dad's told me, it's very complicated and highly technical, not to mention the consequences if you made a mistake." Kakashi somewhat knew the answer to that since he'd learned quite a bit in the past (future?) and it turned out to be incredibly useful, but masters usually had more reason for it than that because of the effort required to perfect it.

"Well," Minato began, surprised at the question. It wasn't everyday an academy student knew about fuuinjutsu, let alone ask why someone enjoyed the art. "It is complicated and technical, but that's part of why I like it. It's similar to a puzzle in the way that every element has to fit perfectly or else the seal becomes useless and sometimes even dangerous. Not to mention the fact that you can create new seals for an infinite amount of purposes, which is very useful for tricky situations or ensuring someone's safety.

"But the real reason is that fuuinjutsu reminds me of my own limitations. Yes, I'm a Jounin, but even high-ranking ninjas can be defeated. For example, the tailed beasts are supposedly the strongest beings on the planet, and yet a seal can keep them at bay, take away their chakra, imprison them inside a person. Everything has a weakness and, even though it sounds weird, fuuinjutsu reminds me of that."

As soon as Minato was done speaking, he sheepishly rubbed the back of his neck in such a familial gesture that Kakashi winced at the obvious similarities between his sensei and his student. "That's probably sounds stupid, huh?" Minato chuckled.

"Not at all," Kakashi said. "In fact, it makes perfect sense." The Third Hokage had once told Kakashi that the reason he passed the mantle on to Minato wasn't strictly his strength, though that was formidable. No, it was because the blonde possessed a certain attitude, the Will of Fire. Of course _he_ would choose to pursue one of the most obscure and challenging ninja arts because of a philosophical reason.

They sat in a comfortable silence for some time after that. Kakashi wasn't sure what Minato was thinking about, but he could guess. Knowing the guy, he'd already become ever so slightly suspicious and was inconspicuously analyzing him, trying to figure out the mystery that was his friend's son. Kakashi, however, was thinking about what he would do if Sakumo Hatake came back from his mission tomorrow as a disgrace, vilified by the village and subjected to the harsh treatment from the first time around. If that _was_ the case, then Kakashi was prepared to stick up for his father in hopes of assuring the man that he wasn't wrong in saving his comrades' lives and that he had his son's support.

It wasn't until he noticed that the sun was high in the sky did Kakashi finally break the silence. He stretched, popping his shoulder and shaking out his arm before standing up and then bending down, stretching the back of his legs. "Well, nice to see you Minato," he said.

The blonde glanced at him, curiosity written all over his features. "Actually, Kakashi, would you mind getting lunch with me? I know a great ramen stand not too far from here."

"Ichiraku's?" Kakashi's heart clenched painfully at the thought, but he managed to keep the emotion off his face, thank God. For some reason, he was having trouble reigning in his emotions now that he was younger. _I think I deserve a little slack, though, since I've just talked to two people who've been dead for over a decade._

Minato beamed. "Heard of the place? It has the best ramen in town."

"Did you know there's a thing called too much ramen?"

"Nonsense. There's no such thing."

Kakashi just laughed and they both headed out for the quaint stand, again comfortable in their silence. It was encouraging that he was bonding with Minato so easily so quickly. He was afraid he'd screw something up by off-putting the man—_teen_, he reminded himself—or just not running into him for a while. He also had no way of knowing whether the people in this timeline were fundamentally the same as the ones from his.

Supposedly, the seal Naruto used to punt him back in time did just that, but Kamui was a technique that twisted space, not time. Then again, time and space were entwined, hence spacetime, in a four-dimensional continuum, at least as he understood it. So, theoretically, if Kamui ripped a whole in space, then it could be counted as ripping a whole in spacetime and allow for the seal to move him throughout. That begged the question, however, if Kamui ripped a whole in spacetime, then did the seal send him to another time in a different dimension? He didn't know a whole lot of the theoretical stuff, but people had speculated before about multiple dimensions and parallel universes, especially to explain things like time travel and the consequences would it ever be possible. But his head hurt thinking about the specifics and he knew all too well not to look a gift horse in the mouth.

"Ah, here we are," Minato said suddenly, pulling Kakashi out of his confusing and speculative thoughts. Kakashi mentally cursed himself. He'd spaced out for the second time that day and both times in the presence of one of the most powerful and intelligent Jounin Konoha had to offer, who would undoubtedly notice such a thing. Kakashi was supposed to be a prodigy after all, and was known for his attentiveness and near-perfect memory.

Knowing there was nothing he could do about it now, Kakashi just nodded and ducked between the flaps of the stand to look for a seat. As soon as he saw the flaming red hair, though, he knew part of the reason Minato wanted to come here. Kushina Uzumaki, jinchuuriki of the Nine-Tailed Fox, sat idly at the bar, eyeing the menu even though she always got miso. It took everything Kakashi had not to just shout out "Kushina!" and hug her until she died of asphyxiation or she beat him into next week, though he would expect the latter.

They approached the spot where Kushina was sitting and Kakashi noticed that his sensei's shoulders tensed slightly and there was a hint of nervousness to his stride that only a trained ninja and long-time friend would be able to detect. Kakashi nudged his teacher and raised an eyebrow before nodding his head toward the red-haired woman. The blonde's eyebrows went up in surprise before furrowing slightly in confusion. That's when Kakashi realized _again_ (too late) that he was six, and six year olds didn't notice that type of stuff no matter how attentive.

"Minato!" Kushina shouted as soon as she caught sight of them, effectively drawing the Jounin's attention away from Kakashi. He thanked the woman profusely in his head, remembering to use her as a distraction in the future in case he ever needed to slip from Minato's gaze again.

"Hey Kushina. This is Sakumo's son, Kakashi Hatake. I ran into him training earlier and thought I'd invite him for lunch," Minato said as he settled into a chair. He plucked a menu from the stack to his right and scanned it before snatching one for Kakashi too.

"Hello Uzumaki-san," Kakashi said formally, trying to make good on his reputation as being closed off and respectful to elders. He knew she'd correct him, however, and wasn't disappointed when she closed her menu and gave him the evil eye.

"Don't be so formal, Kakashi. Call me Kushina," she insisted with a wave of her hand. "All that formality makes me feel like an old fart."

Kakashi snickered at her blatant disrespect, but it reminded him so much of Naruto that he found he couldn't help himself. The boy might've inherited his father's looks, but his personality was all Kushina, down to the very same catchphrase. He was even able to push the reminder that Naruto had stopped using the phrase during the war out of his mind without dwelling on it too much.

"Well then, Kushina. Nice to meet you," Kakashi said politely. Luckily he'd refrained from using her nickname he'd given her the last time, after he'd been on Team Minato for quite a while, of course. _Actually,_ he thought, _I came up with that nickname after Obito…_

"Kakashi?" Minato's voice startled him out of his disastrous thoughts and his head snapped up reflexively to scan his surroundings even though he was already aware of where he was. If he wasn't careful, though, Minato (and maybe even Kushina) would catch on to his odd behavior and try and talk to his dad. _Not that he'd be talking to anyone any time soon…_

They ate their meal in relative silence. At least, Kakashi and Minato did. Kushina couldn't stop rambling about anything and everything, but not in an annoying way like he remembered Sakura doing. No, this was more like, filling the space. It, again, reminded him of Naruto and how he'd cheer up a situation by blurting out anything that came to mind completely unfiltered. Some thought it blunt, but most thought it amusing or, at the very least, annoying, and it could bring almost anyone out of a mood. Kushina was just like her son, and soon Minato was laughing along with her while Kakashi even had to suppress a few snickers here and there.

"Well, Minato, Kushina. I should probably get home. I'll have to train some more today before I clean up my father's study. It's a complete mess and he should be home by tomorrow evening at the latest, so I'll see you later," Kakashi said, standing up from the table and laying some money down for pork ramen he ate. He waved goodbye to Naruto's parents and hopped along the rooftops until he reached the Hatake compound.

The compound wasn't much considering Sakumo and Kakashi were the only living members, but Kakashi's heart still skipped a beat every time he looked at it. The place reminded him of all the hours he spent training with his dad and enjoying the silence when Sakumo was gone on missions. He'd idolized his dad to a startling degree, and he was pretty sure that's why the man's suicide struck him so hard. Yeah, any kid would be devastated at the loss of their father, especially at six, but Kakashi was always striving to be like the White Fang of the Leaf; he wanted to be just as strong and just as accomplished of a ninja. After the man had been disgraced because he failed a mission, Kakashi thought he'd been betrayed, like he'd been lied to his whole life. He assumed his father wasn't a great ninja, that he was trash, and therefore shunned any mention of him.

Kakashi opened the front door to the compound and gave a heavy sigh. He couldn't do anything or even assess the damage until his dad came back, which wasn't for another twenty-four hours, at least. Deciding to just take a nap, he yanked off his sandals and padded to his room before collapsing on the bed, letting silent tears run down his face. After about an hour, he finally fell asleep.


	4. Four

"_There are things in life we don't want to happen but have to accept, things we don't want to know but have to learn, and people we can't live without but have to let go." – Unknown _

Four

_ "Scream, bastard. I want to hear your scream and beg for your life. I want to see you grovel at my feet. Because I am stronger than you, Kakashi, and I always will be. You _stole_ that Sharingan, it isn't yours, and I'm going to take back what's mine."_

_ The killing intent radiating off of his former teammate was almost enough for a seasoned ninja like Kakashi to vomit. As it was, he shivered at the amount of pure, unaltered hate that rolled in waves off the man. His orange swirl mask had been lost a long time before while Kakashi had been engaged in a vicious battle with him, a fight to the death. It was still hard to believe that Obito Uchiha, the scorned black sheep of the prideful clan, had somehow turned out just as hateful and jaded as the man's leader, Madara. Either way, Kakashi had lost, unable to kill the man he'd wronged._

_ "What do you have to say for yourself?" Obito spat, amusement dancing in his half insane eyes. It didn't take an expert to realize the man wasn't quite right in the head, and that only fueled the flames of cruelty when it came to Kakashi's torture. But the silver-haired man only had one thing to say to Obito—one thing he hadn't been smart enough to say back in their Genin and Chuunin days. _

_ He took a deep breath to gather his last shred of self-worth and whispered, "I was always jealous of you."_

_ Kakashi had never admitted it to anyone, not even his teacher or his students. All his life, Kakashi, the supposed prodigy, had been jealous of Obito Uchiha. Anyone else would have laughed, brushed him off as if he were just pulling their leg, and insisted that, if anything, _Obito_ should have been jealous of _him._ But the fact of the matter was that eleven years old Kakashi, at the time, had wished he'd been kicked out and ridiculed by Sakumo, told to fend for himself. He'd assumed that his father's suicide would've been easier had he hated the man, or at the very least indifferent. Unfortunately, the only other relationship that'd even come close to the one he'd had with his father was Minato-sensei. _

_ Obito, however, might've been scorned and bullied by his clan, but at least he _had_ a clan that didn't consist of only two members. And if for some reason one of them dies, Obito would never care or attend one of their funerals and cry like a baby. The eleven year old Kakashi had wished he could be as indifferent, even hateful, to his family as Obito. Besides, outside of his clan, Obito could make a friend out anybody. Kids, adults, civilians, ninja. Hell, he'd even made peace with Tora the demon cat for a brief stint of twenty minutes. Needless to say, it'd never been done before. _

_ Apparently whatever Obito had expected, that certainly wasn't it. The man stilled and drew in a sharp breath, and for a second Kakashi thought he saw the flicker of the old Uchiha from twenty years ago—loud, annoying, always late, dead-last, and a great friend. _I wish I'd realized how great you were Obito. Maybe this wouldn't have happened.

_ "You were… jealous? JEALOUS?" Obito shouted, his killing intent spiking again. This time, however, the man in front of him changed into a sixteen year old Naruto Uzumaki. Kakashi's heart clutched painfully at the sight of his greatest failure. He'd been tasked with ensuring Naruto's safety and wellbeing and he couldn't even teach the kid a single jutsu until he came back after training with Jiraiya. All the boy had ever wanted was to be treated with love and he had selfishly pushed Naruto away in attempt to settle his own feelings. _

_The blonde's jumpsuit was in tatters, his hair was streaked with blood and dirt, and his eyes were gouged out of his skull, blood trailing like tears down his cheeks. He was wearing a murderous expression with his elongated canines and twisted lips that finally put Kakashi over the edge and he emptied his stomach onto the ground. _

"_Kakashi, why didn't you ever visit me? Why didn't you teach me anything? Am I just the demon to you? Am I just some snot-nosed kid, _brat_, that didn't have enough of a backbone to keep the Kyuubi in? Is that it? Or is it…?" Naruto trailed off and cocked his head like he was pondering something profound and philosophical, as if the next question weren't obvious._

"_Or is it that I will never be my father?"_

_Kakashi remembered when he caught Naruto, years after learning about his father, throwing a picture of Minato at the wall, completely busting it before he used a Fire Style jutsu to alight his index finger, reaching for the photo. After Kakashi yelled at him to stop, Naruto had exploded, ranting about the villagers, him, the Third, Madara, Obito… but mostly his father. He screamed about how everyone expected him to become the Fourth reincarnated just because they looked so similar. That some of the older ninjas couldn't look at him in the eye because they could only see Minato Namikaze, the Fourth Hokage. Kakashi had admitted that, at first, it was hard and that some people would only see him as his father's son, but that it didn't matter what villagers or other ninja thought. His loved ones were the people that mattered and they only saw one Naruto Uzumaki-Namikaze. The boy had calmed down, but Kakashi still saw that pain in him sometimes._

"_Am I just not good enough for anyone?!" Naruto roared, sinking to the ground, his hands gripping his hair and blood running out of his empty eye-sockets. "It's your fault, Kakashi. You let this happen. Everyone around you has always died." With a final choked sob, Naruto hit the ground, dead. _

_Kakashi rushed to him and hoisted him up until he realized he was no longer holding Naruto, he was looking into the eyes of his former teammate Rin. Tears were streaming down her face and she was coughing, a loud echoing sound that seemed to bounce around in her chest like a marble in an empty container. He knew his hand was sticking through her chest, but he couldn't tear his eyes away from hers as he felt tears of his own soaking through his mask. _

"_Ka…ka…shi," Rin croaked. Her eyes were already losing their light. He hated himself so much. He'd failed Obito and hadn't been able to protect one of the only people he'd ever cared for. _I don't deserve friends after what happened to Obito,_ he thought hatefully, the self-loathing welling up in his heart. _

"_Ka…ka…shi," Rin whispered again. "Why… did y-you…l-let m-m-me… d-die?"_

_As he felt his Sharingan spin, evolving into the Mangekyō, he threw his head back and screamed, the sound ripping through his throat and piercing the now-silent battlefield. His cry rang through the night, and yet the stars shone just as brightly, as if mocking him._

* * *

><p>"Kakashi! Kakashi!"<p>

Someone was shaking him, and he should care, but he couldn't bring himself to. As the last images of the nightmare replayed in his mind, tears soaked his cheeks and mask, and nausea hit him like a wave breaking on the ocean shores of Kiri. Throwing off the hand that had been shaking him and bolting to the bathroom, he flipped up the toilet lid and emptied his stomach. His nightmare kept replaying over and over again in his mind in a sick loop and he couldn't get the images of an eye-less Naruto or a dying Rin out of his head. He wanted to bang his forehead against the wall until he forgot. Forgot everything.

"…Kakashi?" came a hesitant voice that was filled with concern.

A voice that he recognized as Minato's.

Rising shakily to his feet, Kakashi turned to face his teacher. He didn't know why the blonde was here or how he'd gotten in, but nonetheless, he'd seen the gruesome nightmare he'd had and that was bad enough. "Why are you here, Minato-san?" he whispered, his voice cracking slightly at the end.

The blonde frowned. "Just Minato, Kakashi. Are you okay? What's wrong?" It seemed he wasn't near about to let this go, which Kakashi had already figured.

"I'm fine," Kakashi said with a tone that implied he wasn't. "Just… leave it alone." He hung his head to try and hide his eyes, which he knew would give him away to a professional like Minato. In the past, he'd always seen through Naruto's disguise as well as Sasuke's because their eyes gave them away. What surprised him was the anger that flashed in his teacher's eyes. It was surprising because Minato was never angry at his students, even when one got the other two killed.

"Don't consider me a fool. When I knocked on your front door I heard the screaming. This compound is made almost completely of solid concrete and steel; if I could hear you from the other side of the house, through the walls and the doors, then you weren't 'fine'," Minato said vehemently. Kakashi shrank into himself, but didn't say anything else. He didn't want the blonde to react negatively by him insisting on his mental state. Which, if he were honest with himself (and a therapist), wouldn't pass the psychological exam given to ninja after especially traumatic missions.

As it was, Kakashi just shook his head slowly, still trying to get rid of the dark thoughts creeping through his consciousness. It was like a disease, one's thoughts; they could weasel through the smallest of cracks and exploit the smallest of weaknesses. The worst part: you can't stop _thinking_ (though not for lack of trying). Kakashi couldn't think of anything to tell Minato—what did one say when accused of traumatizing nightmares at six years old? Luckily, or perhaps unluckily in Minato's case, there was a loud _thunk_ coming from the front of the house and the distinct sound of the deadbolt turning.

His father was home.

"Ah, there he is," Minato said nonchalantly. "The Hokage told me he'd be back around now and I wanted to catch up. Besides, he usually has his nin-dogs with him after missions and I haven't spoken to Pakkun in a while."

The color drained from Kakashi's face as he heard the words come from the teen's mouth. It was as if he were watching his mouth move, but he couldn't process what he was hearing. His dad was already back? How long had he been sleeping? Why did Minato seem so unconcerned? _How did the mission turn out?_

Kakashi felt a small twist of shame when he hoped for a split second that his father had decided to just complete the mission. As soon as he thought it, though, he vehemently pushed it away, hating himself for even considering it. Unfortunately, Kakashi never did have any luck and fate, or destiny, or God, or _whatever_ never looked kindly on him.

"Come on. Your dad's home, let's go see him," Minato suggested, tugging lightly on Kakashi's wrist. Unfortunately, no matter how hard he tried to suppress it, Kakashi couldn't help but flinch as his battle reflexes kicked in and caused him to wrench out of the teen's grip. It startled Minato, but Kakashi just headed toward the foyer with clenched fists, trying desperately to contain his anxiety and fears.

And there, in the early morning sunlight, Kakashi saw something he never expected on the man's face—grief. The grief you only experienced when a teammate died. The grief that threatened your sanity and pulled at the edges of your carefully crafted mask. And then, inevitably, the self-hate, the blame, the anger.

Sakumo Hatake, in that brief moment, reminded Kakashi so much of his older self that he had a faint sense of déjà vu. The face he saw staring straight ahead was the same one he saw in the mirror every single day since Obito 'died'. Which could only mean one thing:

His father completed the mission alright, but at a terribly heavy cost.

One his father seemed unwilling to pay.


	5. Five

"_If you don't get what you want, you suffer; if you get what you don't want, you suffer; even when you get exactly what you want you still suffer because you can't hold onto it forever. Your mind is your predicament. It wants to be free of change. Free of pain, free of the obligations of life and death. But change is law and no amount of pretending will alter that reality." –Socrates_

Five

Kakashi remembered clearly the conversation he'd had with Minato after Rin had sacrificed herself and he'd joined ANBU. The way the man had dropped all pretenses of his usual subtlety and thrown the blunt truth in his face brought him out of the worst of his crippling depression—temporarily at least. At the time, he'd still been so traumatized by his teammates that he'd quickly reverted back to his screwed up and socially retarded self, eventually brushing off his sensei's words. Now, however, they came to his mind as clear as day.

* * *

><p><em>The day had been windy and slightly overcast with the sun peeking in between the clouds at any chance it got. Leaves swirled around him and wind whipped his clothing with staccato <em>snaps_ that he focused on, blocking out any other thoughts. He'd taken his forehead protector off and was absently rubbing a thumb over the Konoha symbol, wondering what, exactly, it meant to him at this point. _

_First, it had represented his father and the great ninja he was; after that it reminded him of his father's failures and to learn from the past; the Kannabi Bridge mission again changed it into a painful reminder of his failure. Suffice to say, he wasn't sure anymore._

_Gazing out over the only place he'd ever called home, he stretched his legs out over the edge of the Hokage monument, where he had been sitting for hours. He'd been on top of the Third's head, sitting between mounds of rock symbolizing hair. He picked up a pebble rolled it around his palm before letting it fall, fall all the way to the ground at least a hundred feet below. He couldn't hear it land over the wind. _

_He'd been so _tired_. After getting no sleep for seventy-two hours because of terrifying, gut-wrenching, vomit-inducing nightmares, his mind wasn't functioning. He'd been on autopilot, just waiting to collapse, hopefully to never get up again, to never have to face his sensei, the Hokage, anyone. _

I just want to sleep,_ he thought desperately. _I just want to sleep without seeing their faces every time I close my eyes. Why can't I just **go to sleep**?

_That had been the first time in his short life that he'd contemplated suicide. It wouldn't be the last._

_The drop was long, and he hadn't been sure if he could do it, but at that point he would do anything to sleep, to embrace the sweet release of darkness, of _death._ It hadn't mattered as long as he could sleep. In his delirious, half-mad state of mind, he'd dropped his forehead protector off the ledge and watched, fascinated, as the wind whipped the fabric back and forth before he couldn't make it out anymore. He'd stood up and leaned over the edge, half a mind to follow it._

"_Kakashi, don't you dare." The voice had come from behind him, shouting to be heard over the wind. He didn't need to turn to know who it was._

_He shivered. "It doesn't matter! I killed them. I killed them and you know it. Obito was right; I _am_ trash. If they didn't deserve to live, then why do I, as their killer?"_

"_I swear, Kakashi, if you do it I will _never_ forgive you, and neither will they. Obito and Rin _sacrificed themselves_ so that you could live and _be happy! _If you throw your life away you're insulting their memories. Whether you deserve their sacrifices or not doesn't matter anymore! They did it anyway and you have to pick up the pieces and move on the best that you can."_

_He'd shaken his head, not quite sure if he was hearing the other man right. Insulting them? Wouldn't he be doing them a favor if he just disappeared? "I just want to sleep," he stated blankly. The utter lack of emotion in his words shook the other man to the core. "I don't have anything left."_

_For some reason, that made the man angry. _"God fucking damn it, Kakashi! Wake the hell up!_ Whether it's in this world or the next, you'll have to answer to someone. It won't be the end. It won't be the release you're looking for. But fine! Fine! If you want to—to fucking _kill yourself_, then just do it, Kakashi. Just get it fucking _done with._ Be just like your father." _

_That pulled him out of his stupor, hearing him being accused of his father's likeness. "What the hell? I am nothing like him! How could you even say that?" He hated when people compared him to his disgraced father, and the man very well knew that. He really would rather jump off the ledge than be accused of being a coward. _

"_You're exactly like him if you go through with this. But I warn you—I won't stop you." With that, the man turned to go._

_Watching the only loved one left in his life leave, he just couldn't do it anymore. He'd fallen to his knees, choked sobs wracking his body like he was having a seizure. They'd been ugly, wet tears that came from the darkest reaches of your heart and refused to be dismissed. "Don't…go. Please, sensei." His voice had been barely audible, but the man heard nonetheless._

_The man had taken his shoulders firmly in his grasp and said, "I won't. I promise. But you can't either, okay? We can pick up the pieces together."_

* * *

><p>Now, staring at his father, he knew what Minato had felt like with him teetering on the edge of the Hokage monument all those years ago. Kakashi could see the cracked exterior of his father's expression and the utter despair he was in. It seemed, through some sick cosmic joke, that no matter what, any way you rolled the dice, Sakumo Hatake was truly and utterly fucked.<p>

Next to the silver haired boy, Minato Namikaze was staring at one of his mentors with concern. See, he hadn't been through any real war yet, and thus didn't get the severity of the situation. Not right off the bat, anyway. Years later he'd readily recognize the look on Sakumo's face. So he turned to Kakashi, fully intent on sending the boy to his room so he could talk with Sakumo, find out what was wrong. But when he saw the look on Kakashi's face, he blanched.

There was a look of deep hatred on his face, but not for another person. Minato could tell it was a deep-seated self-hate that flashed in the six year old's eyes and, frankly, that scared him. What kind of six year old hated themselves? Worse yet, there was understanding, an understanding a child should not have with a war veteran. As if the kid had been through just as much as his father had. It highly unnerved the blonde and he found himself unable to say anything.

"Minato-san," Kakashi said slowly, adding the honorific to make up for the rudeness of his next sentence. "If you could come back at another time. I'm sure my dad's tired from his mission." He could tell the maturity he displayed surprised his future teacher, but he couldn't dwell on that now. The slim possibility of saving his father was definitely time-sensitive.

Minato left with a stuttered "Of course," and Kakashi heard a faint _click_ as the front door closed.

Moving slowly, Kakashi lightly grasped his father's hand to avoid startling him and squeezed reassuringly, knowing his mental state was probably not the best. At the same time, Kakashi knew from experience that, while it's cliché, it's best to talk about what happened. You think hiding it away, ignoring it, trying to forget about it would help, but it makes it overwhelming, consuming, suffocating. Grief and guilt are bad enough as it is; when the two mingle it is murder on your mental state.

"Dad, how did the mission turn out?" Kakashi whispered as he gently tugged his father toward the living room. At that, Sakumo glanced at his son, his face giving nothing away except for the fact that the silver-haired boy could pick apart a mask easily, having done it to himself for years upon years. And, sometimes, nothing says everything.

"Great, Kakashi," Sakumo replied automatically, as if he'd prepared himself for this moment over and over again, repeating it to himself until he didn't have to think too hard on it. A typical autopilot reaction, never a good sign.

Kakashi sighed as he sat down in the living room, sinking into a plushy armchair that might as well have been brand new for all it was used. He guessed it was something his mother had picked out before she died because his father was never one to buy something for comfort. If it didn't have a purpose then he didn't have a reason for buying it, and furniture was no exception. However, as a kid Kakashi never sat in the armchair either because he thought that ninjas didn't allow themselves comfort. What a joke.

Searching his father's face, Kakashi tried to glean any extra information he could from the man's expression, but, just as the boy had suspected, a battle-hardened ninja like the White Fang of the Leaf didn't earn his rank by wearing his heart on his sleeve. The only ninja Kakashi had ever encountered that could get away with that was Naruto, and, suffice to say, _that_ yellow-haired menace did not count. In fact, as Kakashi had seen, that boy always did the impossible, so comparing a person to him was just downright unfair.

So, with a level tone, Kakashi figured he should at least try and broach the subject of his father's mission. "How great were you out there, Dad?" he asked cheerily as he forced as much child-like innocence in his expression as he could. He knew his eyes would give him away, so he smiled his usual eye smile, but with both this time instead of one. Unfortunately, even in childhood he'd never really been innocent. Since Sakumo's suicide at six years old, he'd been messed up from then on out. Honestly, if he didn't bullshit those psyche tests, he'd be banned from even being a ninja, let alone being allowed to do all the crazy shit he'd pulled in ANBU. There was a reason his spec-ops nickname had been 'Cold-Blooded' Kakashi. More like 'I'd Like to Die Young' Kakashi.

Now his screwed up past (future?) was biting him in the ass.

"It's fine, okay? I'm going to clean up and then we can go out for some dango, got it?" his father said before hauling himself up and hastily making the retreat to his room.

All the silver-haired time traveler could do was watch as his only blood-relative exited the room with the weight of the world on his shoulders. And anyone could tell he wasn't ready to carry that burden.

Kakashi wanted the details, but he knew beyond a doubt that somehow he'd already changed the future. For the better, he didn't know. But while the last time around Sakumo had failed his mission and saved his comrades, this time Kakashi would bet money that his father decided to finish the mission. Somehow, in the brief encounter they'd had that morning, he'd changed the outcome of a crucial point in his life. Whether or not Kakashi would live to regret it, he had no way of knowing… yet.

Either way, his father was willingly leaving the compound, so the village couldn't hate him. Last time, Sakumo had avoided even buying groceries, sending Kakashi to go get them instead because the hate from the village was so bad.

_Damn, _Kakashi thought. _Konoha really has a problem. They drove a man to suicide and are lucky they didn't drive Naruto to end up like Gaara. If it hadn't been for the Third and Iruka, our resident jinchuuriki would probably have ended up killing someone for looking at him wrong._

One thing Kakashi appreciated about the time travel was that even though he had the mind of a thirty year old, he could act like a child because that's what everyone expected anyway. So, with that in mind, he drew his knees to his chest and laid his forehead on his knees. For all the things he couldn't change, for all the people he still wouldn't be able to save (he wasn't naïve enough to think no one would die), and for all the people that died because of his meddling, the supposed six year old let a tear slip down his face as he made a vow.

_Even if I have to drag you to hell with me, I will kill you, Madara Uchiha. _

**I'm really sorry for the long wait, but I hope you enjoyed this chapter. It shouldn't take this long for the next one. Also, length-wise, once I get past then next one—maybe two—chapters, they'll be longer and include some (hopefully) kickass fights. I like writing angst, but a little goes a long way and pretty much the entire thing has been really emotional.**

**Adiós!**


End file.
